Now here in this tragi-comic situation is where my client rose and made
herself the heroine of this piece.
She said, 'We are going to finish that building if it takes every cent I've
got in the world or can get to do it. I see that it's going to be beautiful—
and while it's not going to be so well-built as I hoped—I know something
worthwile is coming out of that block-pile there in the yard.' That was
that. And better than I deserved.
Somewhere, sometime a prospective client asked me how much I could
build a ten-thousand-dollar house for. I said I didn't know exactly but I
supposed it could be built for about what it would be worth, with some-
thing fine thrown in for good measure that money couldn't pay for. That
home cost $18,000.00. The owner admitted it was worth it. It looked as
though Alice Millard's $11,500.00 studio-house would beat this now. And
I knew she couldn't stand it. So I wrote home to see if my credit could be
strained to go into it with her to that extent. By submitting to a collection
of financial humiliations it could be. I felt that I deserved to be fined
enough money to finish that house, and so I fined myself with the six
thousand available. Saying nothing about that at the moment^ we will go
ahead.
We were adrift among the Monyana men who were all in demand in
this busy place so well over-sold and so badly under-built. I knew no one
but the Hollyhock House crowd and they wouldn't do. They had already
done. There were heart-rending trials of faith and friendship as one
slippery human agency after another was seized from among the flotsam
and jetsam of Monyana-land and put to work. I knew my client was avoid-
ing her best friends. It is the least one can do when in trouble.
And I knew Alice Millard's heart was breaking. But she stood up to
everything with a brave smile. With never-failing energy she again kept
bringing in new builders with assumed cheerfulness. She could find them
when no one else could find them. But they kept fading away until I found
one who promised well. This man of mine put the final work into place
and was no better than the rest. All told, I should say he was even worse.
And here we were now, facing deficits and duns, ridicule, threats, liens,
insults. More liens. Finally lawsuits, or anything else they had around
there. Let me tell you that region is particularly rich in all such active in-
gredients. Lucky I had that six thousand ready.
A lawsuit was brought by our trusty builder himself. I never knew just
what the lusty fellow wanted or expected to ge.t until the judge fined him
$500 and costs. For his efironteiy—I believe. And fired him. That cleared
the matter up a little for us, although I still believe he brought the suit
because he couldn't refrain from trading a little further upon the beau-
tiful credulity he had found in us both. It really was very beautiful \
Well, anyhow the little studio-house was there, battered up a little,
patched somewhat, but believe it or not—not so awfully badly built after
all. Alice MHlard had some grief over it—her standards were high and
Monyana men not so good because really, they don't get much pay. But she
had joy in the building now. She had fought a good fight.
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